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The very bottoms and the fouleof hope y 
Thevery lilt, the very vemoft bound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Dong, Faith, and fo we fhould,. 

Where now remames a fweet reuerfion, 

We may boldly Ijpcnd, vpciuhc hope, of. whatt’is to conreinj 
A comfort of retire-merit hues in this. 

Mot, A randcuous, a home to Hie vnto, 

If that the Diuell and. nnlchance lookc big 
Vpon the maiden-head of our affaires. 

iH'or, B ut yet I would your father had bin here:; 

The qualitie and hairc of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will be thought 
B y fome, that know not why. lie. is away, 

Tlutwifedome, loyaltie, and hiceredifiike 
Of our proceedings,kcpt the Earle from hence,. 

And tliiiikej hbwfueli anapprehenfion 
May turne the tide of fearei'ullfa&ion,. 

And breed a kind of. queltion t in our caufe: 

For, well you know:, we of, the oiling fide. 

Mull keepe aloofe from flrift arbitrcment. 

And llop-aliiight-holes, euery loope,from tvhente 
The eye of reafon may prie in vpon vs. 

Thisabfence of your fathers drawes a cuitaine. 

That fhewes the ignorant, a kind of feare 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You lfrainc too far. 

I rather of his abfencc make this vfe, 

It lends a lnftre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprife. 

Then if the Earle. were here : for men nmil chinke^. 

If we without his helpe can make a head 
To pu f!i againft a kingdome, with his helpe 
We fhall or’eturne it, topfieturuy downe. 

Yet all goes well, yet all o ur ioynts are whole. 

Doug . As heart can thirike, there is not fuch a word 
■Spoke of m Scotland, as this tearme of. feare* 

Enter Sir I\i, Vernon*. f j . 


of Tlenry the fourt h, 

M y coofen Vernon, welcome by my foule, 

Pray Gcdmy newes be worth a welcome, ioid t 
TlSarle of Weftmerland, feuen thoufand thong, 
IsmarcliiBg hitherwards, with Prince Iohn. 

Hot* N o harm e > wiiat. rnor c 2 
Veu And fuithcrl haue leariui. 

The King Iiimfelfein-pcrfon is f et rortn^ 

Or luther wards intended fpcedily, 

WithftroDg and nughty preparation. 

‘ Hot. He fhai be welcome too: whereishislonnc 
The nimble footed madcap, Pnncc of Wales# 

And his Cumrades, that daft tlie woi Id afitie. 

And bid ixpafle? 

Vr. Allfurnifht, allinArmes : 

All plumde Uke Eftridges, that with the wind 
Baited like Eagles hauing lately bath’d, 

Glitte,nngin golden coats like images, 

As full of fpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the funne at M idiom er. 

Wanton as youtlifull goates, wild as young bills 
Ifaw young Harry with his beuer on. 

His cufhes on his thighs, gallantly armde. 

Rife from die ground like feathered M ercury , 

And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feat , 

As if an Angel dropt downe from the clouds. 

To turne and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horfemanfhip. 

Hot. No more, no more, worfe then the fun in Marchj, 

T hispraifedoth nourifh agues , let them come. 

They come like facrificesin their trim, 
Andtothefire-eydniaid of fmokywar. 

All hotand bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars fhall on his altars fit 
Vp to the eares in bloud, I am on fire 
To heare this rich reprizall is lo nigh, 
Andyetnotours:Come,letme tafle my horfe, 

Who is to beare me lik c a thunderbolt, 

Aeainft the bofoms of the Prince of W ales, 
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